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Though the Congress session was over I stayed
on for a few days in Jubbulpore to look round this
typical cantonment town, to rest after slogging for days
on the press bench, to eat pillau which my host provided
and generally to amuse myself.
There was nothing beautiful about Jubbulpore. It
housed a training camp for the Indian army and was
an important railway junction. Jubbulpore was amusing
because it was one of the places in India where Blimps
could still be found indulging in their little fads, un-
concerned with other forms of human society which
lived around. Occasionally from their squat bunga-
lows they would step out, wearing khaki shorts during
the day and tuxedos at night, even though there was
nowhere special to go.
Jubbulpore was the logical sequel to Bengal Lancer
and Clive of India with Indians shuffling around and
constantly bowing to their rulers as in the days of old.
No one seemed to be aware that only a few miles away
mother scene had unfolded itself. The British colonels
in Jubbulpore had not seen it, nor did they believe it
wras true. They were content to do their morning's
wwk in their tin-roofed, red-bricked military offices,
then drive to the bungalow for lunch after which they
would stretch themselves on easy chairs reading detec-
tive fiction or resting, waiting for the sun to go down.
The green blinds would be drawn to keep off the glare
and round the bungalows creepers would be allowed
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